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The function and purpose, which will be described in the words and 
pages that follow, is that of someone thinking aloud and, fortunately or 
unfortunately, someone writing these thoughts down. 
Some have stated that scrutinizing the issues concerned is formally 
comparative to taking a gargantuan bite of rubber. However, the propos-
al that is set forth is to throw logic away with reason. To test one's imag-
ination, as stated, is somewhat of a flop. Thus, to conquer ones imagina-
tion, tis like walking on water whilst juggling and I don't juggle. Imagine 
that place right before you fall asleep, imagine that place right after you've 
fallen asleep, imagine that place right after you wake up: quite the imagi-
nation you have. On further note, the author apologizes with utmost con-
cern on the issue of spacing. For if the reader cannot daydream between 
single-spacing then the reader should not be reading. However, as is the 
case with the majority and as in the case of Black Jack, always double 
down. So, ladies and gentlemen, if you call yourself that ... 
Someone once told me they go to sleep to dream; charming I remem-
ber thinking, this is why I wake up. 
And daydreams float on wings above, 
And dreamer sits far down below, 
Who are you, to think you are? 
Who are you, to wish upon a star? 
No one answers these thoughts, 
Why who would be the fool, 
As light is cast and dark is drawn, 
And all are gathered round, 
Laughter starts a melody, 
And the band begins to play, 
Then the ancient spoke aloud, 
With wings spread left to right, 
Look around all you fools, 
Brilliance, don't you think? 
"Never trust a poet." That is how it began. The kitten that told me this 
was of the colour that only you could imagine. The sound that was car-
ried through its mouth and between its straight whiskers was that almost 
of a hum, in fact, to the higher educated it would be a purr. I could go into 
more detail about this or that, or if the kitten was a he or a she, but then 
again, as most cases go, these questions are of the utmost unimportance, 
lending logic to unquestionable theories and drawing irrelevant conclu-
sions. But then again, perhaps you like those conclusions and perhaps 
you like remarks that end in insult. Whichever case the case may be, 
could you mind asking the Drawer to whistle a tuneless tune out loud? For 
I think I just lost myself. Shh- quiet, don't send help. 
Nonetheless, I had lost sight of the kitten for it had jumped over a dan-
delion. "A dandelion", you say, with a sort of half laugh, not really under-
standing, and I, the gentleman that I am, say excuse me, my kind sir or 
dear, I meant fence. But try to picture in your mind losing sight of a kitten 
as it jumps over a dandelion. Marvelous-oh yes, I know. Just as the kit-
ten leapt from my view, a butterfly with dew on its wings floated by and I 
sat there stunned. For I had not realized, before this time that the butter-
fly and the dew are of the bestest friends, but before I can further go past 
detail I must protest. 
Please, and I say this possible with the fullest esteem: never catch a 
butterfly, for a butterfly carries on its wings more than you can ever imag-
ine. This winged creature carries the dawn until dusk, it carries the laugh-
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ter from which warm breezes originate, and as I speak in hushed tones, it 
carries the dreams of forever. 
There is nothing wrong with chasing butterflies as children, or those 
like myself often do. But how many children actually catch butterflies? 
Some say it is because children are too slow, whereas others say it is 
because, possibly, they do not have a net. To those I say, perhaps you are 
wrong, old chap; is there any chance that you have forgotten what it is like 
to be a child? For have you ever seen a child cry when he or she could 
not catch these winged creatures? No they just carry on the chase, laugh-
ing and giggling in hysteria. Some would say the children lose hope of the 
attention span simply does not exist. "Yes", this is what some might say. 
Others to my left and right say, "excuse me sir for I have seen children 
catch butterflies in my time," to this I reply, perhaps those that you saw 
were not actually children. 
And I say, look out, to the fathers and mothers who give their children 
nets to catch these dream carriers. And I say, run man run to the inven-
tor of the butterfly net; for if, perchance, I should happen to run into him I'd 
walk up, shake his hand, and ask him if he has realized what he has done. 
If he says "non", I shall simply turn and walk away, for ignorance is bliss 
and sometimes you have to let things slide. If he says, "yes" and replies 
"that it was of the greatest mistake" I shall lend a shoulder to be damp-
ened. But if this man says, "yes" he has realized what he has done and 
that he'd do it all over again I would say, well I hope the line is short. 
For when I reach the time of judgement and I am knocking on heav-
ens door, I would rather be in the line of liars, thieves and those that have 
had one too many sips, than to be with those that have crushed others 
dreams; and, oh, how I hope that line is short. 
Actually, I don't think I will be standing I a line in heaven. Now you 
might be like, "Well who are you to think that you're not going to have to 
wait in line?" Well I'll tell you who I think I am. A couple of days ago, I was 
walking down the street with a good friend of mine whose alias I am not 
allowed to reveal. This person revealed something to me stating, and I 
quote, "I am Jesus Christ." Now I can hear older men shout, "Blaspheme!" 
in fact, I can even hear some of you say, "Well I guess your friend finally 
did the same as you and traded their mind in for a pair of used toothpicks." 
Well, to all this I say fiddlesticks, for as long as I know "Jesus" I won't have 
to be standing in line. In fact, I'll probably take cuts right in front of you. 
So, just when I was picturing taking cuts right in front of you, the but-
terfly whispers in my mind that "The difference between jam and jelly, 
besides the obvious case of different spelling, is the seeds." Of course it 
is, I said and we both left if at that. After this there was a pause in thought, 
which was a good thing, because what use would the pause button be if 
it were not used. 
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And then someone pushed play and I was sitting on a corner feeling 
sorry for myself, thinking that I could never find happiness. A gentleman 
arrived next to me on a bicycle. From whence he came, I know not. Now 
I could g o into great detail about what make and style this bicycle was, 
but then, what would be the use? 
So, he says to me, "my dear fellow, what seems to the trouble? Id 
looks as if you've been keeping company with Mr. Blue."" With that I gave 
a half-laugh and said, it seems that Mr. Blue is the only company that I 
have these days and I can't seem to shake him. With that I proceeded to 
go into great detail about all my little trivial problems and misdemeanors. 
Finally, I had to just shut myself up because I was feeling even bluer than 
the sky and I says to the gent, put up that kick stand and keep it moving. 
He gave me one of those looks, you know the type-the you-just-don't-
get-it looks-and asks me if I think happiness is free. Of course I 
answered somewhat sarcastically, and he says, "Well in that case turn a 
full three hundred and sixty degrees." And then do you know what he 
says, so you know what he says? "By any chance did you happen to look 
around?" That was it, he gave the kickstand the toe and starts riding on 
down the lane and just as he left my view he shouts over his shoulder, 
"Happiness is free." And I says to myself I guess I was never much for the 
colour blue anyhow. After all this occurred, I was left with a rather large 
smile on my face feeling somewhat of a pleasure if you may. 
Just then, a detective of some sort walked up and said, "A few more 
moments of your time, if you please, to examine both sides of the case," 
for he was a very close friend of mine. Indeed, the thought he intruded my 
mind with, was this: 
"A true smile is that of a million words, it is that of a thousand painted 
pictures, it is worth more than the clouds above the heavens, it is worth 
more than all the wind compresses into a salt shaker, in fact the price that 
one might try to achieve this smile is beyond the bounds of money. To 
even mention money concerning this matter would be like asking you 
mother if you could jump on the bed;" 
"No, strike that" he said, "and add shoes." "The fact of the matter," he 
said, trying to rummage a conclusion, "is that a true smile is worth every-
thing in the world and quite possible even a few stars would have to be 
thrown in just to make it even a close estimate." 
After pondering these thoughts I replied, But what about the pretend 
smile, or perhaps known better to the higher learned as the "fake smile". 
To this he responded "The true smile whenever it is shown makes every-
one smile and leaves you with a warm feeling coming from your chest. A 
'fake smile,' on the other hand, leaves you with nothing except bitterness, 
because everyone knows a 'fake smile' when the see one." "And" he con-
cluded, "anyone that tries to pass off a 'fake smile' as a true smile is; by 
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far, worse off than any boy with his pants on fire." 
Just then, the seven-year-old daughter of the detective ran into the 
room and asked for a piggyback ride. At this request the dear ole chap 
hoisted the girl on top of his shoulders, turned to me and said, "Excuse me 
for a few moments while I take me favourite seven-year-old around the 
world, of, well, at least around the house." And with that they were off, and 
if you should have seen that smile, you quite possibly would have thrown 
in an extra star, just to be on the safe side. But enough of this nonsense, 
for unless you are a fool you already know of these things. 
C'mon hit me up again, 
C'mon hit me up again yeah, 
C'mon hit me up again 
C'mon hit me up again 
Have you seen the dream weaver? 
Have you seen the dream weaver? 
Yes I have! 
The words were coming from somewhere around the bend. So, I 
decided to throw caution to the wind and chanced a peek. The sight was 
indescribable although I will still try. Sun particles glittered against moon 
shadows while being blown by a breeze, maybe this is where the melody 
is coming from, I remember thinking . Poppies, of every colour describable 
and, in fact, some colours that are not describable, littered the ground, so 
that one could not even tell what colour the ground was. And right in the 
middle there was a pond. Not one of those dirty ponds that you and all 
your friends throw beer bottles and cigarettes butts in, but a clean bluer-
than-blue pond. This pond was very close to being hot pink, green, yel-
low, turquoise, light blue and black, all at the same time. Now, if you are 
beginning to nod your head with agreement at the description of this view, 
then quite possibly, you are actually in the same boat as me; except, as a 
rule of thumb, when you're in the same boat as me, you have to take your 
shoes off and let your feet dangle in the water. 
Butterflies dance on the moonlight, 
Dragonflies skip on the water, 
Ladybugs drift on the wind, 
Remember to have fun they always said. 
The funny thing is, no one ever ties their shoelaces anymore. I mean, 
quite frankly when was the last time you saw anyone bend over and tie 
their shoes? While you are debating this let me be so bold as to ask, 
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When was the last time you ties you laces? With everyone in such a panic 
to get places and see peoples, one of the few pleasures in life has been 
forgotten. I'll give a little bit for Velcro, I mean, the person responsible for 
this was pure genius. Not only is Velcro convenient, but it is a delight to 
the eye as well. What I must cast my eyes with scorn at are those shoe 
sliders. That is, those who won't even consider taking the three seconds 
that it takes and untie their laces. They simply just slide their feet in and 
go off without a smile. For those that tie their laces each time 'tis like an 
art, and each show that is complete 'tis like a masterpiece, and as the 
case goes with most masterpieces, a smile usually follows. So, the next 
time you're walking down the street and see someone tying their laces 
take note, for it is an art that is becoming extinct. As for myself, consider-
ing that I am not an artist, I simply so not wear shoes. 
That's approximately where I was in my thought, when I realized I was 
in way too deep. I mean, for heaven's sake, just because I'm sitting on a 
boat, dangling my feet in the water, doesn't mean I can touch the bottom 
of the pond, or does it? To hell with it, I thought, and swam closer to the 
bottom, the bottom of this pond you would think would be very lush with 
the look of a forest, but, on the contrary, the bottom was lined with pack-
aging bubbles. I'm not for sure if this is the politically correct name of the 
substance, but it's those things that are always in boxes of stuff that you 
actually don't want, and you can pop them between your fingers. Anyway, 
so I see theses bubbles and, well, all of heaven might as well have broke 
lose. For, you see, I'm somewhat of a fiend when it comes to popping 
bubbles. So you know what I do, well, I'll just tell you: I sat down there on 
the bottom of that pond just popping bubbles and watching them rise as a 
result of gravity. 
After awhile, I started looking closer and closer into each of the bub-
bles and notices that there were commercials going on inside of the bub-
bles, and then, there I was sitting across from one of my dearest lads, 
John. Now John was an easy sort, you know the type-the type that gets 
up out of his chair for girls, the sort that if he's been watching one of those 
television movies and has put up with all the editing and commercials, 
finally coming to the last fifteen minutes and you happen to walk in and 
ask to switch the channel, he says go right ahead and the volume might 
need adjusting too. If he was stranded on an island with only an apple and 
by chance you happened to swim by and asked for a bite. He'd hand the 
whole apple over saying, go crazy with it. You know the type although 
they are far and in-between. 
Anyway, I was over at his place when he says, "One or two?" Two as 
usual I replied, dosing the tea in good time. As he sat the tea in front, he 
says to me, "I think I might possible be losing my mind. For I look around 
and I see people starving to death, I see people with no home, and I see 
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children with no one to look after them." After saying this John looks me 
straight in the eye and asks me what the most terrible thing in the worked 
is. Now, I sits back with my tea and takes two sips instead of usual one, 
for this is not the regular question like, Do rainbows actually exist or if time 
were a mirror would I do lines off it. No siree, this was a difficult question. 
I thought of all the horrific crimes that had been committed, but I looked in 
his eyes and the answer to which he thought, was not along these lines. 
So I answered no, I cannot recollect what the most terrible thing in the 
world is. I had wanted to say that I thought it was when someone thinks 
they are smarter than you, but I bit my tongue, for he was talking of a dif-
ferent realm and a darker thing than this. He replied that it was the look 
of complete hopelessness. The look can be on a boy or a girl, and man 
or a woman; it does not take favourites. Once this look is there, it is the 
most terrible thing in the world. "I presume,' John said, "that one with this 
look could not even look at the reflection coming from the mirror." To all 
of this I replied, but what has this to do with you and you losing your mind? 
And then John says, "What can I do to help these people? How do I know 
when I have given enough?" Then he says to me, "See, I have gone mad 
and I don't know what I can do about it." 
After taking another sip of tea and giving a little sigh, I says, John, only 
you know when you have given enough. And I starts in on a little story. 
John, I says, there once was a man who had the same problem as you: 
he wasn't poor, but, then again, he wasn't wearing top hats and fine 
leather gloves either. Anyway; he decides to give everything he has to the 
poor, and I mean everything. All his money; his car, his clothes and even 
his shoes. About a week later, someone finds the man dead from starva-
tion and hypothermia, and he's just lying there on the ground with no 
clothes or shoes of anything. And you know what the funny thing is? I 
said to John, He was holding a mirror in his hands and there is the biggest 
smile and look of overwhelming peace on his face. I guess, I said, he 
knew he had given enough. 
At that, Johns face lit up and he says, "I'll start tomorrow, I will, I shan't 
be doing the exact same as that there fellow did, but I'll start tomorrow, I 
swear to it, for I want to be able to look at myself in the mirror again." 
And I say this to the reader: and do as I do, for I keep no mirrors in my 
house. 
Just then the bubble popped and I was soaked, sitting on my cloud. 
Now, you can imagine how funny this might have looked-me sitting on a 
cloud, dripping wet and playing with building blocks. "Building blocks!" you 
say: "where did those come it?" Why without building blocks the world 
would still be flat, I reply, and just keep on playing. After sometime, I notice 
that I keep spelling the same word over and over with the building blocks. 
Suspect-that was the word that I kept spelling: suspect, suspect, sus-
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pect, again and again until finally, I jumped up, waiving my hands above 
my head, and screamed Yes, I have a belly button, and jumped off the 
cloud. 
I think I fell. I'm not sure though because for a second I was gently 
floating through the air, holding an umbrella, casually chatting it up with the 
birds and then the next second I was falling down some stairs; oh it was a 
trip. So always remember to carry a helmet while tripping down stairs. 
Not that you didn't know this, of course. That would be silly, it's just that 
it's nice to be reminded of things once in awhile. Actually, come to think 
of it, I was tripping down an escalator. Now, the funny thing is, in case 
you've never fallen down an escalator, is that you can keep falling and 
falling and falling down until either someone turns the escalator off or you 
die. Not, that latter of these is rather harsh, but how cool would it be if you 
died and no one ever took you off the escalator? Technically speaking, 
you would fall forever. Luckily or unluckily, however you would like to look 
at it, someone turns the escalator off and I breathed a sigh of relief 
because no matter how cool it is to fall forever, it would get to be a drag 
after awhile. 
And then the car stopped. I had not realized it until this time that I was 
the fool behind the wheel. Well, I said to the four hitchhikers that were 
beside me, I guess, since I'm driving, I get to choose the music. So I start-
ed looking for some music while we waited to let a light tell us what to do. 
Just as I had decided what music I felt like hearing, on e of the hitchhikers 
pipes up that we should not bend to automatic conversation and proceed-
ed to kick the stereo as hard as he could. Now, it might be possible that 
this scenario has happened to you before, but actually thinking about it, I 
would say, nay. So since I really did not know what to do and the stop light 
said go, I was thoroughly confused and I said, Well then you go first, the 
guy that I was talking to I had named Wit. The reason I had decided on 
Wit was that, by all means, he was far from it. The other three cats had 
bailed out of the car, at the first mention of automatic conversation, which 
I should have done as well. 
And this is what was said: 
Italics if you prefer: 
Wit: Hard as a brick. 
Relative to Jack. 
Drips with a kiss. 
Floats on liquid. 
What is it? 
Myself: What is what? 
Wit: What is it I'm talking about? 
( answerontheback) 
Myself: Oh, it's too hard. I'm somewhat of a thinker. 
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Wit: O.K. then, your tum. 
Myself: Does it have to be a riddle? 
Wit: No. But isn't everything anyway? 
Myself: Light switches are never lost, except in the circumstances of 
darkness. Which seems to be of the right now moment. 
Wit: Indeed, how nice. So, you want common sense, do you? 
Purple book, you look you look. 
Myself: So, we are going along those lines are we? Catch me if you 
can, slightly unoriginal wouldn 't you assume? I said hi the 
other day and didn 't even smile. 
Wit: I actually felt no need to. However, 
Fashion Red, 
Love that dress. 
Fashion Blue, 
Love that dress. 
Fashion Purple, 
Hello girl.# 
Myself: Hello girl is right. 
Cloudy mirror on your smile, 
I think I'll daydream for awhile. 
The sweet sickness. 
Of tomorrow, starts today. 
The sun is fading, 
The moon is bright. 
The stars are twinkling, 
I'm up all night. 
Wit: Oh, how nice that was. Could we break the pattern and you 
go again? 
Myself: No, actually I would say not. For I am one to follow patterns, 
I am one to jump on the band wagon, and I, and I say this 
with the most humble of attitudes, am forever jumping off 
bridges of all of my friends are. So, with that begin or I will 
find myself victorious. 
Wit: Start dreaming of the flowers darling. 
Stop dreaming of reality 
I'm a dreamer and that's just the way it is, 
So stop bothering me. 








Lord have mercy, 
Lord have mercy, 
Lord have mercy, 
We've fallen from you. 
Lord have mercy, 
Lord have mercy, 
Lord have mercy, 
We don't have a clue. 
Do you know what? 
What? 
You're as organized as a giraffe. 
On the contrary, actually, for you have not followed giraffes 
as I have. 
Actually, I have been to Antarctica and although the giraffe 
content was not high, I remembered an important slogan 
The flavour of life, 
The flavour of nothing. 
Oh my, dear ole chap, what in heavens name-that's sooooo 
artistic. Well, follow this, and follow this please. 
The stars are shining, 
Oh, by the way could you please twinkle? 
The breeze blows gently, 
Oh, could you please not stop? 
The flowers are blooming, 
Oh, by the way could you please stop? 
I need to use the toilet? 
Myself: Brilliant: pure brilliance. That's a clever one as well. 
Wit so can we? 
Myself: Yes, actually we can, I dare say. And then you will have to 
leave in my car, for I am tired of traveling. You've won this 
time. I must say that you tricked me into thinking my own 
thought ... gooday. 
As I sat there, I though to analyze the circumstances of what had just 
taken place. On the contrary, I thought; for to analyze someone or some-
thing is to nit-pick at everything and eventually no matter who the person 
is, or what the circumstances are, there is bound to be something wrong 
with this or that. However, if someone was to believe in a different view 
which took the hand of the analyzer, then I would say this: 
Never analyze your friends, 
Never analyze your lover, 
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Never analyze yourself, 
Otherwise, you'll end up all alone. 
As I sat there thinking, an old friend of mine talked out loud: 
Italics if you would prefer: 
1 S: Looks like a cloudy day. 
2S: Perhaps, of the oranges were out. 
1 S: Fictitious, but presumably in the right manner of speaking. 
2S: Oh, you say, but if the irresponsibility of nothing happened to 
correspond with the equill lateral of the equation, then 
perhaps the meaning could be called nil. 
1 S: Yes, perhaps the correspondence could be correct except 
that the Bf-functional situation, when journeyed throughout 
its course would, of course, be illogical when speaking to the 
grim reaper. However, if we were talking about this and that 
and the other, we would probably be talking about the 
weather, which is possibly the worst conversational tool 
known to man. 
S: This is the prefix involved, but how many questions really rely 
on the prefix which is involved on the circumference of the 
necessary function of the gravitational pull? 
S: None that I would care to mention, except when the letter y 
is used instead of i.e. Which, in any case, one is silly and the 
other is inappropriate, but of the latter, me and coolest girl in 
the world already had this discussion, so perhaps you could 
ease off of my mind. 
S: My mind has no ease in the preparation of falling down a 
precipice unless the bottom surf face was that of the 
misdemeanor of the horizontal longitude, unless of course 
we were talking about the situation between the theories of 
love versus happenstance, which is really the same in one. 
S: The same one, only if you are prepared to stand on the 
phrase of that, the morals that we are held accountable for, 
only coincide with luck then perhaps I'd say the Morning 
Glories are out and have you a vase to catch them? 
S: No, actually, if I did have a vase you would already be 
entitled to it, unless of course, the bilateral function happens 
to be in the same realms of this and that, of the either or the oar. 
S: Say, do you think that we could stop this jibber jabber, for I'm 
not much in favour of mixing sea-man logic with botany? 
S: Actually, I am not done, for if you want logic, when why are 
you talking out loud and why is it wrong to state the obvious 
if you happen to have a mouth. 
S: Well perhaps it's not. But at what time is something not 
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obvious, I mean who gets to choose what is obvious and 
what is not? 
S: There you go again jumping off the spring board into the 
baking pan, quick as an ant, always ready to get to a 
conclusion as quickly as possible. 
And thus began another great diversion from the 
happenstance of chance, I reflected, as the obvious came 
suddenly back again. "Grasshoppers, don't just hop on 
grass." I am pretty sure that you stand correct, Mr. Bluebird, 
for the formality of the dance was that of overwhelming 
contradiction, as is butter on toast. Unfortunately no one has 
ever realized this end they probably still won't, as thus the 
swinger chatted to the slob about the geomet rical size and 
shape of 3.14 when an older woman purr-chanced upon their 
way, asking something along the lines of, if, later is always 
after earlier, or if earlier is always after later. necessary 
thought and injustices came about and someone spoke 
gently, and perhaps the imaginary line never really was 
there, and thus no more thought was able to protrude into the 
realm of underground frequencies. 
Long live the high cloud, for no one will ever touch it. 
"I have forgotten to listen." I heard the lady stammer. For some rea-
son I was sitting across from a very beautiful lady. There was something 
rather strange about this lady. I really could not gather what exactly it was. 
She was, most likely, the saddest person I have ever met. She said the 
phrase again, "I have forgotten to listen." I have forgotten how to just lis-
ten. I have forgotten what it is like to hear the birds sing, to hear the 
sounds of the silent, to hear the noise of the crowd. I still remember if this ' 
day," she canted, and then she began. "I was living it up real ritzy-like, 
back in the day. I lived in one of those flats, up off Clarington Ln. Of 
course, mine wasn't the one that everyone drove past and said 'say 
howdy', it was a little bit back off the road, but it was grand." And as her 
eyes started dreaming, I knew it really had been. 
"He had come over one evening; it was a Friday, if I recall correctly. It 
was a glorious evening, a Friday, if I remember correctly. The music was 
jazz, smooth jazz, the type that makes you feel all swanky and suave. I 
was chatting it up with Ms. Brown when this ever-so handsome gentleman 
walked up, took my hand, bowed graciously and introduced himself as Mr. 
Matthew Hawking. 
"Now at first I must admit," she said, blushing slightly, "I was taken 
back by this forward approach, but as time would tell he captured a little 
piece of me heart. Time did tell, and he kept coming over along with all of 
the other suitors. The funny thing, I recall, was that after that first meeting 
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he never kissed my hand again. He always took my hand, looked me in 
the eye and said, ' How do you do?' I always felt rather strange when he 
did this, but I just thought it was one of his little quirks. As the days 
passed, so did my patience until I found myself telling all of my suitors that 
on the evening of the next, I would have everyone over and whosoever 
would bring the best gift, I would give them my hand in marriage. Why, of 
course," she said, "what a fool I had been. What type of person asks such 
a horrendous opportunity to arise?" 
"Well, the day came, about an hour before the hounds were to arrive I 
heard the bell ring. I remember saying aloud , 'Why who ever could that 
be?' So I journeyed to the door and, why, there was Mr. Hawking. Mr. 
Hawking was looking as sharp as a pair of scissors. He had this strange 
look in his eyes almost that of a dream look. All he did was take my hand 
and say 'how do you do.' I asked him why he was so early and what he 
had brought me and so on and so forth . He never answered a word, he 
simply said 'goodbye' and shuffled off whistling some song by Louis 
Armstrong. 
"An hour later came and all sorts of things began to arrive: cars, 
money, jewelry and everything that you could imagine. Of course I choose 
the jewelry, I mean what other sort of object can show how much one 
cares for another? So, I married and never saw Mr. Hawking again. 
"By the next year I was a widow, no need to feel sorry," she _ assured 
me, "I had never been in love with the ole chap. I remember it quite well, 
that evening; I was sitting there one night, dining fine by myself, when out 
of the box I hear old Louis Armstrong start singing and then I hear him sing 
the phrase, 'Shaking hands, saying how do you do, what they're really 
saying is I love you' and at that moment I realized I had forgotten to listen:" 
Why do the heavens cry? 
Why do the willows weep? 
Why does the world spin? 
They just do. 
I'll bet you've bet everything: Well, I hope you have. 
As she slapped him down; I'm sorry, girl, I can't look you in the eye, I'm 
having trouble breathing, I'm having trouble seeing, I'm having trouble 
being, I guess. Haven't got a clue; I don't know what to do. Kitten under 
the car, don't turn me on. Driver on the loose, please hand me the bottle. 
Falsely recognized, black and white comes so easy. Jumping up and 
down, just having a good time. Cool pattern on the thread, earrings, slow-
ly, I guess I'll stop now ... 
Loneliness keeps drifting back, 
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Should it be pushed away? 
It's such a chore. 
For some have painted in the past what the theory of true love actual-
ly is, it is also a well known fact that others share the belief of love athe-
ism, that is, that true love does not actually exist. Whereas, the latter of 
these hypotheses exists, it really cannot stand the tests of day to day liv-
ing, so, what is true love? Does it actually exist? And if so, in what form? 
Is it that of a living thing or is it that of, perhaps, a colour or a type of mate-
rial? Everyone thinks they know what it is and yet ask them to explain and 
the will sit there for hours trying to comeback with an answer, and as most 
do the answer usually is as follows: 
"No words alone can describe it," Jim says to me as he jumps out from 
behind the mulberry bush. Well can't you at least try and shed a little light 
my way? Don't be holding out on me Jim. You and me have gone way 
back and there ain't nothing that I'd hold out with. Remember the time I 
was doing a little bit of hustling with the cards I said. Who comes up to 
me and wants to get in on the little deal? Why, you do, Jim, that's who, 
and I should have held out on you for by the next week you were ten times 
as slick as me and you had those innocent eyes of yours. Why, affer a 
hand or two they didn't even know what hit them. And then, remember the 
time when I made that batch of biscuits out of yeast 'cause we had run out 
of flour and I takes a bite out of one and you asks how it was. You didn't 
hear me saying, "words can't describe it," or something like that, why, I told 
you on the straight, and it's a good thing too because they actually did 
taste like sh-. "Now, you see here," ole Jim says to me, "this has gone 
on far enough, it's not that I'm holding out on ya, it's more like I ain't got 
the vocabulary to explain it, that's all, here let me try and explain." 
"I was sitting in San Francisco at the time. Just sitting at what you'd 
call one of those cafes of something, having a nice little cup of tea when 
this scruffy old man comes straggling on by. Now this man looked like the 
usual lot, unshaven, wrinkled clothes, well, you know the lot. Except there 
was something different about this gent, he had a sparkle in his eye, in fact 
the sparkle had such a twinkle to it, that I will never question this statement 
again. 
Stardust when taken in large quantities will make one twinkle. 
The other thing that caught my eye was the fact that he was pulling one of 
those old Radio-Flyer wagons, stuffed to the till with all sorts of trinkets 
and toys. Now, this was rather a sight and I let out a loud laugh and shout-
ed just the same, 'Recruiting the little ones these days are ya Mack?' Well, 
Mack, for I didn't really know his name, comes up to me and asks if I want 
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to buy the whole lot off him. 'Of course not," I replied, "What do I look like, 
a kid or something?' 'Well no,' Mack says, 'It's just that, well ... ' (as I sat 
back in my chair I thought, 'I might as well relax, for they all got a story to 
tell.') 
"I was walking down the street minding my own business, when I hear 
this little voice chanting something along the lines of: get your wagon, only 
three dollars, get your marbles, only a half dollar, get your paper aero-
plane, that really flies, only a quarter, and so on and so on. So I goes 
around the corner to see what all the commotion is about and there's this 
six-year-old, sitting in what kind of looked like a flea market." 
"So I goes up to the kid and asks what the deal is, and he puts it like 
this. 'Mom and Dad are a little hard up for cash these days. I heard'em 
talking the other night when they thought I was asleep, they were saying 
stuff like we might have to stop living on easy street and that we're not 
gonna be able to live the life of Riley for quite awhile. Now,' says the kid, 
"I'm not quite sure who this Riley fellow is, but I like living on this here 
street. I got loads of friends around here, why there's, Shep, rich and 
Steve next door; and Ed, Craig, and Stevo right across the street; and, 
why, Beren, April, Mindy and Jess live only two houses down and not to 
forget Frank, but hell, it's Frank.' And he said, with determination, 'I ain't _ 
moving off this easy street no matter what.' 
"So what's with the store out here on the street?" I asked. "Well," he 
said, "after I heard'em talking 'bout moving, I decides to pitch in what I 
could and sell my goods. Now, take that there slingshot, that's selling 
there at the cheap price of only one-dollar. That there slingshot was the 
one Peter Pan used to gain victory over the notorious Captain Hook, and 
see that there feather, which just happens to be going at the low price of 
twenty-five cents, it used to belong to ole Yankee Doodle himself." And as 
the kid went on and on my finger rested on that little piece of paper, that 
most would call a twenty. Now, I had been saving hard for this twenty, for 
you see, times have been hard for me of late. I got a little touch of gam-
bling fever and that was the end of it for me. I lost everything I owned, 
even my dog named Muttly. What I was planning on doing was go to this 
place down the road where, for twenty dollars they find you a job and get 
you started all over again. Anyway, I was headed there when I ran into 
this little salesman. As I was feeling the note between my thumb and my 
ring finger, I hear him say, "and you know what, mister, I'll even cut you a 
deal on a pogo stick that has been hopped around the world on. You can 
have it for only seventy-five-cents, that's thirty per cent off the norm. 
"Well," says I as I looked down the row of made-famous toys, "I guess I 
have been looking around for a good pogo-stick of the late and, well, how 
much would you take for everything?" I inquired. 
"The whole lot?" he says. 
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"Why, sure," I said, "I've been looking everywhere for the likes of what you 
got here. 
"Why, I'd probably let the whole thing go for about eighteen-fifty." 
"Eighteen-fifty! You've got to be kidding me! Why, I'd give you eight-
een and not a penny more, and that's my final offer." 
"Well," the kid said, "I guess I did over-price the replica of the actual 
Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer. You're on," he says, "eighteen it is 
what I can do you for." "Well," I said, with a smile on my face, "I guess 
your in luck, kid, all I got's a twenty and I don't like short change," and with 
that I loaded up and, well, look at me now. I'm penniless with a bunch of 
toys, or, as you might recall, famous toys. "Well," Jim says, "I felt kind of 
sorry for the chap and I gave him twenty-five for the whole lot. 'Why twen-
ty-five instead of twenty?' You might ask. Shipping charges, but of 
course." 
"Now," says ole Jim, referring to the kid and the man he called Mack, 
"those two fellows, by as far as I can tell, showed the character of true 
love. This is the best I can do by way of words, and I haven't even tipped 
the iceberg." "Well, thanks," I says to Jim, "for trying anyhow. I guess one 
day I'll figure it out. Oh yeah," I says, "by the way, what'd you do with the 
whole lot of famous toys?" "Oh," said Jim, "I got the address from ole 
Mack and returned the goods back to the kid . I told the kid that if I ever 
catch him trying to pawn off fake merchandise I'd have to have him arrest-
ed." I laughed, and said, "What gave it away that the stuff was fake and 
all?" Then Jim says, without blinking a lid, "Well I knew it when ole Mack 
had said that the kid went on about the Peter Pan slingshot, and, well, by 
George, I had bought the real Peter Pan sling-shot the week before." 
And love is a four-letter word 
That is unimaginable. 
What would be the case, if it were five or more? 
I think I'll dance in the desert for awhile. I remember thinking, and so 
I did. After awhile I got rather tired of dancing, because you can only 
dance by yourself for so long. So, I looked around half expecting to see 
a walrus when I noticed that my friend Joe was standing right next to me. 
He says, "Free yourself of those raindrops," and throws me an umbrella. 
It's not raining actually I replied. "I know" Joe said, "I've just always want-
ed to say that." 
We were standing there overlooking what some might call "the movie 
setting." Now, I'm not quite sure if you are aware of this, so-called setting, 
but then again, everyone watches television these days, so I'm sure you 
are. After further ado, I stammered to Joe; would you say that their juice 
box you're drinking out of, is half full or half empty? Now, I have to stop 
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right here and explain my dear ole boy, Joe. Joe was clever, so clever, in 
fact, that if you said, for example, 'Top of the morning, my kind sir," he'd 
pr-0bably reply with something like, "spin me at dawn? Why of course, and 
so on to you." Not literally but then again, why is there a look of bewil-
derment on your face? 
Favourite time in the world, 
The ready smile of the girl. 
Children laughing, here and there, 
Children laughing everywhere. 
Heaven sighs for just a sec', 
Hell mourns, don't get wet. 
White light blinds the eye; 
Intermission? It seems the time. 
No need to pause, unless you need to do something else that suits 
your fancy. If you happen to be needing to do something, well then, why 
aren't you doing it? Oh, never mind, I know your type, you'll probably get 
around to it later and if you are of the latter, well then, hooray for you, in 
fact a double hooray. 
"So thus," Joe replied, "it is not juice, it's hummingbird water, and fur-
thermore, I just opened the box and unlike the rest of the irresponsible, 
unintelligent, hypocrites that happen to live on the planet from which time 
exists, I enjoy my drink. But," he says to me, "if you can pretend that you 
are a pair of suspenders for a couple of moments, I'll reply when the time 
of necessity comes, and only at that time will I answer the trickle of thought 
that you wish to portray." "Well," I said "I didn't mean to get your head wet 
and I guess I shouldn't want you to, by any means, convert yourself into 
the thoughts and realms of earth's many inhabitant." 
So we sat in silence for a couple of moments. Now, I'm not quite sure 
if you know how long a moment is. For it can vary a great deal, however, 
along the lines from which dots are connected, the case would proceed. 
If someone tells you that they are going to be "just a couple of seconds," 
they more than likely will. However, if someone tells you "in a moment," it 
can be the shortest or the longest time; it really is up to the person that 
said it. They (the speaker who uses the word "moment") really have the 
upper hand. So, at this point, I realized what Joe had said, and that he 
had the upper hand and there is only one thing you can do in a situation 
like this; just sit it out and hum your favourite tune. So I started humming 
Zipidee Do Da. Now, the thing is, when humming Zippidee Do Da you just 
start to get carried away, and the next ting you know you're sitting there 
whistling through your lips, and the next thing I knew, I was, and then I 
started to dance a little jig. The melodic tune, I must say sounded so fair 
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that I could almost see Mr. Bluebird on my shoulder. "I've actually heard," 
Joe cut in, "that it is illegal in some countries to have plenty of sunshine 
headed your way." At that we both laughed and there really is nothing bet-
ter that when two people are laughing together. Sure, it's nice to hear a 
crowd laugh, or be in a small group when everyone is laughing, but it's not 
the same thing. With two people you can look the other person in the eye 
and truly understand, and that's when laughter turns in to a melody. And 
the notes played were quarter notes, or at least I would like to assume 
they were. By this time the Forte had turned Piano, but the smiles still pro-
longed and I chanced turning the conversation to the darker side of the 
sun. So have you had enough time to let your mind and mouth wander? 
"Yes,' Joe said "it has, and I'm a little sorry to disappoint you, but I don't 
think it really matters." Disappoint me? I said, Joe, Joe, Joe, we're like 
bananas and rubber ducks, we're both yellow and nothing ever really mat-
ters. 
Just as these words escaped my mouth I found myself looking into a 
puddle reflecting. Reflecting on thoughts of a place where nothing really 
does matter. In this place, for example: you have a bad hair day, or you 
spill coffee on your favourite shirt, of the restaurant that your eating at 
doesn't have your favourite kind of dressing, or this person or that person 
gets mad at you, or someone drives by and cuts you off on a lazy Saturday 
morning, what would happen? If you so called wanted to, you could get 
all worked up or do something along the lines of walk out of the restaurant 
or give the person who cut you off the finger. What does any of these 
options do for you? Say that you walk out of the restaurant, you'll be the 
one who doesn't get to eat. And as far as the finger is concerned, 
although one might like to believe, the person you flipped off is not going 
to say, "Hey, I made that person mad, so mad in fact, that I caused them 
to make a rude gesture, I will from this moment on think twice before ever 
doing such a thing again." No! this is not what's being said. So, the only 
thing that is accomplished by working ones self up, is nothing. In this 
place, I reflected that if you think that the issues your dealing with will mat-
ter in a couple of days, think again. Will it matter in a couple of weeks, 
think again. Will it matter in a year, if it does then there might be cause for 
concern, of not the sun will still come up, the moon will still come up and 
yes, the elevators will still come up too. All of this was starting to sound, 
rather cynical in my mind and I said aloud, No such place exists, Mr. 
Puddle and I gave the puddle a slap. The only reply that the puddle 
responded with, was a ripple. "A ripple," you say, oh yes, I forgot, that 
world does not actually exist. 
I don't know what you've been told, 
It's just a boy, 
It's just a girl, 
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It's just a cigarette, 
It's just work, 
It's just school, 
It's just a drink, 
It's just a drug, 
It's just a downer day, 
It's just life. 
Anyway, along those lines I started to grow tiresome and decided to, 
right then and there, take a nap. "A nap" you say, "I thought that you were 
already dreaming," and I have to say this: sometimes you need a break in 
your dreams, otherwise the dream come to life and you would never want 
an actual dream to come true, why, who would be so silly? So I yawned, 
which is the actual time at which everyone in the world ponders the two 
most relevant questions ever asked, or at least ever asked since the birth 
of the Pacific Ocean: Am I tired or am I bored? Now, if you can trick your-
self into debating between the two options, then you will never be either 
or. I, however, could not perceive to trick myself, so I just decided to shoot 
the moon and let the gravitational pull do a heyday on my eyelids. 
Sketch 
Sunshine softly .. . 
Nice to see you again .. . 
Authors note: 
By the time you remember, it might possibly be too late, and at that time 
forever will be remembrance, and bitterness will be sweet, to cry will be to 
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Another Night Alone 
along the boulevard 
there aren't any 
dreams 
cars rush like surf 
but they're 
only cars 
people walk by 
but they 
don't look up 
I watch 
from the table 
on the balcony 
feet on the chair 
with a glass of beer 
maybe 
music 
trying to gather 
meter 








and for a single moment 
the street grows 
quiet 
and I know 
the world stretches 
along the neck 





The Weight of Possibility 
It is late: one of those evenings 
I have entered afraid of the weight 
of possibility 
I am afraid 
even 
to enter my own dreams. 
I drive wide-eyed 
into the desert 
when the mountains 
Earth's massive teeth 
go dark 
I let them devour me 
I listen as snakes 
rustle beneath the sage 
beneath my feet. 
I become the bright 
arms of a woman 
on a stage 
my body glows 
white sequins. 
I am oil 
paper 
wheat 
I burn like glass 
grow liquid 
my flesh folds away at the seams. 
The crowd gathered around me 
confesses 
that a small machine can 
level the tallest tree with ease 
that all dogs maintain the possibility 
for fleas 
and all flesh 
for disease 
and that no one 




The Devil's Cigar 
Do come to love what needs 
no monument and is not new: 
same clock buzz to compel you to wake 
same house of broken crayons 
same mugajoe, same cigarette break, 
same sad complaints, the same mistakes; 
same dollars leant or lost or spent 
to get you through. 
Oh this 
is what you all thought 
was important. 
Do come to love the key of G: 
be G and G and G, and G-go slow, 
when the wind rushes on like a piccolo-
if that is enough for you to belong, 
to go along if not get along. 
If not in action 
I am sorry in thought 
it has come to this. 
Do come to accept birth as an accident, 
death as universal apathy, the soul as inept 
beyond perception and conscience, 
the past as something the memory 
must mute to ease complexity, 
and the future 
as little more than a settled commitment 
to this or that brand of laundry detergent. 
And then come back to me. 
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Love is No Tomato 
If only love made the thundering clap and whine 
of a balloon deflating when it went. 
Maybe then I'd know. Instead, it forgets. 
It forgets sweet discovery and falls victim to memory. 
It forgets how deft fingers glide through hair, how an 
eye can mean so much. 
One step after the next, love forgets. 
It quits talking about itself; 
it rolls on its ribs and forgets to say goodnight. 
It glances through foreheads and over shoulders 
or below. 
It smiles somewhere else 
at something blurred and untouchable. 
If only love's rot left a tangible soft spot, a visible bruise 
that I could squeeze, like a tomato, 
and know. Maybe then I wouldn't be so confused. 
But its weariness grows like a cavity, or age-
mute pain at first. It forgets the feeling of a warm hand 
resting on the back of the neck, a tracing of the navel, 
a kiss on the eyelids it forgets. 
It forgets its own promises and soon soft lloveyous 
conflate, and ambitious musings convert to mere echolalia. 
Soon again, nothing-at-all said, and even worse, 
nothing meant. 
Then it forgets its own face for lack of looking, 
and what it is becomes what it was and what it used to be, 
and Love is nowhere to be found. 
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No Cash 
I lied. I told 
the bus driver 
I lost my transfer 
and asked him 
could he get me 
to Decatur Boulevard, 
please, 
without one. 
The bus driver was quick to retort: 
Do you know how 
many times I've heard 
that today? 
At that point I no longer felt 
guilty for lying. Rather, 
I just wanted to win. 
I looked at him and pointed 
and said, 
Do you know 
how many times 
I've heard that today? 
Confused him, I think. 
But it was a long walk home. 
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J. GLENN FERRELL 
DOG TRADE 
Edgar Wright poured food into the pan beside the dog house. He 
looked at Duke, his aging Walker coon hound, with some concern. But, 
there were chores to finish, and the day wouldn't wait for his thoughts. 
Fifty-five years old, five foot six, wiry, and muscular from many years 
of farm work and walking the hills, following the hounds at night, Edgar 
was the sixth generation to live on this land. Edgar was known as the best 
coon hunter, dog trainer, and dog trader in Makemie County. He returned 
to the barn to complete the morning chores - hay for the cow, grain for the 
mule, and feed for the chickens. He gathered eggs in a basket and head-
ed for the house. 
As he reached the back door, an old black Ford pickup pulled up the 
drive and parked behind Edgar's Chevy truck. Edgar recognized the vehi-
cle by the red wooden dog box in the bed. He placed the basket of eggs 
on the back porch. 
Mose Prater got out of the truck. In his late 50's with receding gray 
hair, Mose wore bibbed overalls, work boots and walked with a brisk, anx-
ious step. 
"Hello Ed . I come to trade dogs." 
"I might not want to trade Mose. What you got to trade anyhow?" 
"Got this here Redbone that I'll trade for your Walker." 
"Now, you know that my Duke is the finest hound in Makemie County. 
He ain't for trade or sale." 
Edgar walked to the tailgate of Mose's pickup. Mose opened the door 
of the dog box to reveal a sleek Redbone coon hound that stepped out into 
the bed of the truck. 
"Two years old Ed. Best hound I've owned in a long time. Wanted to 
give you a chance at him first." 
"Why you so anxious to trade him for Duke? That dog's at least ten 
years old." 
"Got a man in Zebulon County that wants to breed Walkers-coal 
operator with enough money to burn a wet mule. He's looking for a good 
stud dog to breed with his bitches. You know I'll make a profit." 
"Why don't I just trade with this feller direct?" 
"You don't know who he is. I knew you wouldn't trade without a 
replacement. So, I brought the best dog I have and I'll give you five hun-
dred dollars to boot." 
"Well now, that sounds more interesting. You say he's a good hunter? 
Here, want a chew?" 
Edgar held out a bag of Red Man. Mose took a wad of tobacco and 
34 
put it into his jaw. Edgar did the same. 
"He's the best I've seen in a while. First dog to tree in a pack of twen-
ty-five the other night. Treed two more before we quit in the morning." 
'Treed what? I don't want no coon dog that'll run trash." 
"Treed coons, that's what! This dog won't run no deer; won't pay any 
attention to a possum. Treed two coons at the same time. Ran back and 
forth between two trees, them more than fifty yards apart. Kept 'em both 
cornered till we got there." 
"If I were interested in trading, I'd have to have more than five hun-
dred." 
"Well, how much more?" 
"At least a thousand." 
"Now, Ed, Duke's a fine old dog and if he were a few years younger, 
he might fetch a thousand or more. But, him being past his prime, he ain't 
good for much except as a stud dog to produce a bunch of young whelps. 
I'll give you seven hundred." 
"It'd be insulting to Duke to let him go for so little. Besides, I'm 
attached to the old feller. But seeing as how you're good friend, and I 
would like to see Duke produce some fine pups, I'll let you have him for 
that Redbone and eight hundred dollars." 
"Ed, you got a deal. Let's get this Redbone, his name is Toby, over by 
your barn and I'll load up Duke after you say goodbye." 
"Mose, might be best if I do this by myself. Duke won't take kindly to 
leaving me after all these years. You go on into the house and pour your-
self a cup of coffee. I'll just put Duke in your dog box and he'll think he's 
goin' huntin'. That'll be a little easier on me too. That'll give me a chance 
to say my goodbyes in private." 
D 
An hour later, Edgar entered the general store and post office at 
Davieston. No day started off right without his visit to George Davies' 
store and a talk with the boys. 
"Good morning, George," he said, upon entering. 
He retrieved his mail from the post office in the corner of the store. 
Stuck one letter, two bills, and the county paper into his back pocket. He 
dumped the junk mail in the cardboard box provided for trash at the end 
of the grocery store counter. Pouring himself coffee from the maker in the 
back, Edgar found a stool and sat down to visit. 
George Davies, the store owner and Post Master, was the fourth gen-
eration of Davies to run this store. The morning mail sorted and distrib-
uted to the boxes, George was now behind the counter, his postal assis-
tant taking over the window. 
The Bowman brothers, Jack and Tommy were there. So was Sid 
Sizemore. Sid was the first to speak. 
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"Little late this morning aren't you Ed?" 
"Trading dogs with Mose Prater." 
"You traded Duke?" 
"Only dog I got, or had." 
"Hope you made a good deal." 
"You know I did. I don't trade like you." 
"Whatcha mean like me?" 
"I mean like that mule you traded with Little Larkin Fugate last fall." 
"That was a damn good trade. That mule I traded him died two days 
later. The one I got, might not have been the best mule in the world, I 
might admit, but, he lived a lot longer than the one I traded to Larkin." 
"That's what I mean Sid; the mule you got lived too long." 
"Well! That is the darndest thing I ever heard. How could gettin' a live 
mule for a mule almost dead be a bad trade?" 
"Well, Sid, it's like this. Little Larkin fed that mule you traded him for 
two day and it died. That didn't cost him too much. The mule you got lived 
from October to ... I think you buried it in February, didn't you?" 
"Yep, February, during that real bad freeze." 
"See, now, how many acres of ground did you plow with that mule?" 
"Ed, I just said he died in February, during that bad freeze. You know 
it never got warm enough for me to do any plowing before I had to bury 
that mule." 
"So, that mule ate your corn and hay four months. You never got no 
use out of him. And you had to bury him when the ground was cold and 
frozen. Now, who came out on that deal? I'd say Little Larkin bested you 
that time." 
"Ed's got you there, Sid," Tommy Bowman put in, grinning. 
"I helped Sid bury that mule," added Tommy's brother Jack. 
"Ground was hard, wasn't it Jack?" 
"Yes, it sure was, George. Sid came over and asked if me and my 
boys would help him dig a grave for his mule. Him being a neighbor, we 
couldn't rightly refuse. Sure was a job, digging that hole. Sid measured 
and measured that mule with his pick handle. The wind was blowing and 
the ground was hard and our hands were getting cold. Finally, we thought 
we had the hole deep enough." 
"We used a two-by-six to pry that mule into the hole," added Sid . 
"Sure was, body down and legs sticking straight up in the air like a 
dead bug. Only, those legs were sticking up ten inches above the top of 
the hole. Sid here had measured wrong . That mule just didn't fit." 
"So what did y'all do, Jack?" 
"Well, George, only thing we could do. Sid got his axe and chopped 
that mule's legs off at the knees." 
Again, the men laughed together at Sid's mistake. 
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"I thought you told me that Duke had been sickly?" asked Sid, to 
change the subject. 
"He has been, real sick, almost died night before last. I don't expect 
he'll last much longer. Maybe not more than a week or two. I got Mose 
to let me put him in the dog box, while he had coffee. Told him I needed 
to say my goodbyes. Said I didn't want to upset Duke, making him think 
he was leavin' me." 
"What'd you get for him?" asked Jack. 
"Eight hundred dollars and a two year old Redbone that is suppose to 
be a top notch coon dog." 
"For a sick dog?" 
"It was a fair trade. Mose came to me with an offer. I got him up to 
eight hundred from five. Said he was going to sell him to a man who want-
ed a stud dog to raise Walkers, and going to make a profit." 
"But, Ed, you got that dog from me when he was one, remember?" 
"Of course I remember, Sid. You didn't think he was much of a dog 
and sold him to me for fifty dollars. Wouldn't hunt a lick for the first six 
months I had him. I don't know why I hung onto him as long as I did. If 
someone'd offered me my fifty dollars back, I'd a sold him. Then, he real-
ly started hunting, all of a sudden. Turned out to be a real coon hound." 
"Yeh, I know that. But, you remember where I got that dog?" 
"You said you picked him up at the dog shelter over in Silverton." 
"Yes, and you know they neuter every dog they let you to take out of 
that place. 01' Duke's never sired a pup." 
"I knowed that. Mose didn't. Another reason I wanted to load him up 
while Mose was having coffee." 
"Don't you think that was pretty close to a lie, knowing that dog to be 
sick and altered besides, and Mose wanting to sell him as a stud dog?" 
"Well, to tell you the truth, Mose didn't ask me if that dog was sick. I 
told him I'd sure like to see Duke produce some good coon dogs, which is 
true. I would like to see that. I didn't say that he could or would." 
"Still, don't you think that is vergin' on an untruth?" 
"Well, Sid, It's like this. If I were to sell you a milk cow and told you a 
lie, now, that'd be a down right sin. That'd be the same thing as taking milk 
out of a baby's mouth." Edgar paused to take a sip of coffee. "But, trad-
ing a horse or a dog, now, that's another matter altogether. Telling a lie 




Twilight, walking home, 
snowflakes melt on my nose, 
freeze in my beard, 
making me look older than I am, 
nearly as old as I feel. 
They cling 
-feathery white on navy black-
to the sleeves and lapels 
of this old pea-jacket, 
reminding me of salt crystals 
that wouldn't wash away. 
They blow 
and dance circles into me 
like sea spray that rode 
icy winds athwartships 
to chap bare cheeks ruddy, 
sting bone-numb heaving hands, 
I walk 
and remember crouching leeward 
behind gun'ls , to smoke and dream 
of where I now go: 
Ne'er again before the mast, but home 




Recessed and drowsy gaze 
past sunken lenses, lenses lessened 
to undisturbed puddles. A maze 
ripens the aged mind past wonderment. 
The scene: a broken youth, fresh wounds 
visible from a brazen paw's wild bludgeoning. 
Animalism resuscitated and absurdity diminished. 
Journey's flight ending with the first warmth, before light. 
Voice rippling within the dell. 
Utterance thunders 
reality toward his private cell. 
A lucid song creeps slowly forward. 
The ballad: a mother calling toward posterity. 
The lyrics urge virility toward diminuendo, 
accompanied by the faithful orchestra of adrenal delights. 
Journey's flight ending with the first warmth, before light. 
Elder hermitage fully peeling, 
flesh, tender flesh delivered to heat 
thoughts return to feeling. 
The warmth of the child and he has been saved. 
The sensation: bloody knuckles collect a treasure 
delivering the thief his pay. Gentle praising 
arises. The man will never return to age. 
Journey's flight ending with the first warmth, before light. 
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THOMAS O'CONNELL 
Days in the Nurse's Office 
In my opinion, Mr. Dixon is the perfect fifth grade teacher. His mind is 
like a sieve and he don't really care whether we're learning anything or 
not. This is fine with me cause I don't really give a dang about the stuff 
he's trying to teach. Most of the time, while he's scribbling away at the 
blackboard, I'm sitting at one of the tables in the back of the classroom 
reading from the encyclopedia. I just pick out a volume, open it up and 
read about whatever strikes me as interesting: Ancient Egypt, Sharks or 
Train Wrecks. Whatever. 
When I get tired of doing that, I tell Mr. Dixon I don't feel well and ask 
to go down to the nurse's office. He always lets me go, he's probably just 
as happy to have one less kid around. Mr. Dixon don't bother to ask why 
I need to go, he just waves his hand towards the door and continues talk-
ing about whatever the class is over that day. Mrs. Lindsay, the school 
nurse, is a little harder to fool. 
Mrs. Lindsay and I have a ritual that we go through when I arrive. First, 
she asks me what's wrong and I tell her whatever ailment I'm using that 
day: stomachache, dizziness, headache. Sometimes I just say I don't feel 
well. Then she marks it off on her clipboard where she keeps track of all 
the kids who come in to see her. I think she gets credit for the number of 
students she helps and that's why she don't mind me coming so often. 
After Mrs. Lindsay puts me on the list, I sit down in a chair by her desk 
and she asks me what I had for breakfast. I make something up cause I 
never eat breakfast. If I tell her the truth, then she starts in about break-
fast being the most important meal of the day and stuff like that just drives 
me crazy. Besides, I always go to the nurse's office in the afternoon, way 
past lunchtime, so it's not like I haven't eaten. Once we get the food issue 
out of the way, she shines a flashlight into my eyes and then takes my tem-
perature. While she stares at the read out, as if it would enlighten her, she 
says that I seem to be healthy, but suggests that I lie down for a little while 
if I really don't feel well. 
This is what I have been waiting for, what I have come for. In the back 
of the nurse's office there's a windowless room that Mrs. Lindsay keeps 
dim. There are six cots with rubber mattresses on them. Mrs. Lindsay 
lays out a white paper sheet on the mattresses so students don't catch 
whatever the last kid who lay there had. I like to come here and just lie 
down to think for a while before I head back to class, assuring Mrs. 
Lindsay that she has helped me in some way. 
Sometimes I'll think about whatever I was reading in the encyclopedia 
before I came. One day I read about puffer fish, these fish that when 
they're scared blow themselves up so that other fish can't eat them. 
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They're poisonous but people in Japan eat them anyway. People eat 
them like a drug, allowing the poison to make them flip out for a little while, 
but sometimes they get too much poison and die. Usually, I only spend a 
little while at the nurse's office before heading back to class, but the day I 
was thinking about the puffer fish I stayed so long that Mrs. Lindsay had 
to come fetch me to tell me when it was time to line up for the busses to 
go home. 
I often arrange with my best friend Scott to meet at the nurse's office 
and we'll talk about stuff. Sometimes he won't come; he gets bored just 
lying around. I can lie there and think and think on all sorts of things, but 
Scott can't. It's not that Scott's stupid or anything, heck, he gets way bet-
ter grades than me, but he can't just sit around and think. 
Once when I came, Scott wasn't coming that day, there were these two 
seventh graders there already: Jason Hawes and Donna Hatfield. Even 
though they're older, I knew who they were. Everybody in school was talk-
ing about them 'cause they're supposed to be going together. They were 
in the dim back room when I arrived, lying on adjacent beds and holding 
hands across the gap between the beds. They weren't doing anything; 
they were just holding hands. 
When I told Scott about it, he asked me if they were hitting any of the 
bases and I said that they weren't. They weren't doing anything, so I fig-
ured that they weren't getting any of the bases even though I didn't know 
what the bases were. Later that afternoon I asked Scott what the bases 
were and he explained them to me. As it turns out, I was right, they had-
n't reached any of the bases while I was lying there. 
One time when I came down to Mrs. Lindsay's office, she flipped out 
when I arrived and screamed at me to go back to my classroom, "Josh 
Beyers, you get on back to your classroom this minute. I don't have time 
for your foolin' today." I was gonna plead my case and make her feel guilty 
for having spoke to me that way, but she seemed way serious. There 
were three other women there with her. I recognized two of them, Mrs. 
Carbolis and Mrs. Falloway, they're mothers of kids in my grade. The 
other woman I didn't know. They were all stretching on rubber gloves 
while Mrs. Lindsay was reading to them from a blue sheet of paper. They 
all had blue sheets of their own and class lists. 
Mrs. Lindsay was instructing them on how to check through students' 
hair to see if they had lice. Mrs. Carbolis asked if they were to change 
their rubber gloves after each student and then protested when Mrs. 
Lindsay said they weren't supposed to. Eventually the nurse went to her 
supply cabinet and got each woman their own box of gloves. Mrs. 
Falloway looked like she was about to throw up. Ever since then, when I 
go to the nurse's office, I try to imitate Mrs. Falloway's nauseous look 
when she was getting ready to go check the students' scalps for lice. 
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Another time, I was waiting for Scott to meet me at the nurse's office. 
The Titans were gonna be on Monday Night Football that night and we 
were gonna talk about how they were gonna do. I went through my usual 
ritual with Mrs. Lindsay and took my place in the back room. I wasn't 
thinking about much, just the game that night. I don't think I had read any-
thing in the encyclopedias that day, at least nothing that stayed with me. 
I waited and waited for Scott, actually started to get a little worried 
about where he was, like maybe the teachers had caught on to our plan. 
I wasn't really concerned for me, 'cause even if Mr. Dixon did remember 
that I had just gone to the nurse's office the previous Tuesday, he would-
n't care and he'd still let me go back the following Friday. 
As I was lying there wondering where Scott was, I heard muffled high 
pitched shouting, sounding like it was coming from out in the hallway and 
coming closer, down the hall towards the nurse's office. Mrs. Lindsay 
stood up, walked to the front door of the office and poked her head out. I 
could see that she was talking to someone over by the front office but I 
couldn't make out what they were saying. A minute later a woman who 
works in the lunchroom came into the nurse's office with the janitor. I'm 
not sure what his name is but he has Dino stitched over the pockets of all 
his shirts. Dino and the lunch lady were leading Bernie Walker in to see 
the nurse. 
"What is it? What's the matter with him?" Mrs. Lindsay said to the lunch 
lady while Dino lifted Bernie, who had slumped to the floor, up into the 
examining chair. 
"Mr. Masters told me to bring him in here," the lunch lady said, refer-
ring to the school principal. "His secretary has already called Bernie's 
mother, She'll be here as soon as she can." Bernie was kinda flipping out; 
he was twisting himself around like he was trying to unscrew his torso from 
his hips. 
Bernie was in Scott's class, which was probably why Scott hadn't 
come down to the nurse's office, his teacher had to deal with Bernie. I 
don't know much more or less about Bernie Walker than anyone else in 
my grade. He keeps to himself. Scott has told me that Bernie will some-
times sharpen a pencil until it is just an eraser and lead point and then he'll 
try to write with the stub. I have seen Bernie out at recess walking around 
on his tiptoes, all across the asphalt from the teacher's parking lot to the 
door leading into the gym on tiptoe. One day, Bernie came up to Scott and 
me and said, "Look at my feet." When we did, we noticed that they were 
huge. I mean Scott has pretty big feet for someone our age, but Bernie's 
feet made Scott's look like baby feet. "Look at my feet," Bernie repeated, 
"with these feet, I must be a walker. Bernie Walker." We laughed with him, 
he seemed to want us to, but I had seen some of the jocks talking to him 
before he came over to us and I think they put him up to it. Bernie didn't 
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know they were goofing on him. 
Sometimes when Coach Pennington has lunch room duty he will talk 
to Bernie and say things like, "Hey, Bernie, when you gonna have that 
growth spurt? When you grow into those feet of yours, I want you to come 
and try out for the basketball team." Bernie says, "Ok, coach. I will." And 
the jocks all laugh together at their lunch table. 
When Mrs. Walker stormed into the nurse's office Dino had already 
gone but the lunch lady was still talking to Mrs. Lindsay. Bernie had 
calmed down and was sitting in the chair by himself. Mrs. Lindsay had 
come into the back room where I was and gotten one of the eye charts she 
uses when we all have to line up in the hall outside her office to have our 
eyes checked to see if we need glasses. She gave it to Bernie and it 
seemed to keep him busy. When his mother arrived, Bernie stood and 
wrapped his arms around his mother's waist. She sat down in the chair 
and Bernie sat on her lap. "What happened, do you know what hap-
pened?" Mrs. Walker said. 
"Your son was acting unruly in the classroom and his teacher couldn't 
let him disrupt the lesson," Mrs. Lindsay said, her voice rising and falling 
in an attempt to sound compassionate. From where I was lying I could 
watch Mrs. Walker as she held her son, stroking his flat hair and whisper-
ing his name over and over. They couldn't see me in the dim back corner 
of the lie-down room. The lady from the lunchroom excused herself and 
walked past Bernie and his mother towards the front door. Mrs. Lindsay 
was quiet for a while. When she finally spoke again, it sounded like she 
had been considering what to say, "Mrs. Walker, perhaps you should meet 
with Mr. Masters, I know he wants to talk to you about Bernie's future 
here." 
"His future here, what does that mean?" 
"Well, I don't know all he wants to talk to you about, that's between 
you, and your husband of course, and Mr. Masters." 
"Mr. Masters and myself, I would not count on my husband to attend 
any discussions concerning Bernie." The nurse didn't take Mrs. Walker's 
invitation to ask about Mr. Walker's opinion on Bernie's troubles. Mrs. 
Walker volunteered more of the story, "My husband doesn't think Bernie 
requires any special attention. Oh, he knows Bernie is a little wild some-
times, but he just writes it off as growing pains. He says all boys act odd 
at times, all boys mature at different speeds and he says Bernie has just 
got his own speed." 
"Mrs. Walker, I think your son's behavior goes beyond growing pains," 
Mrs. Lindsay offered, sounding about as professional as I had ever heard 
her. 
"I know that, do you think I don't know that?" Mrs. Walker said. I was 
watching Bernie sitting on his mother's broad lap, swinging his long feet. 
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"Mrs. Walker, now I am not speaking on behalf of the school system 
now, just one woman to another, but, how long do you plan on Bernie 
attending this school?" 
"What are you trying to get at, Mrs. Lindsay?" 
"I mean, do you plan on keeping him here or are you looking into other 
options for your son, maybe a school that is better suited to his particular 
needs." 
"I plan on Bernie staying here as long as all the other kids in this school 
plan on staying here, through the eighth grade. After that, I plan on his 
going on to high school along with the rest of his classmates." Bernie was 
still holding the eye chart card, turning it around so that each 'E' had a 
chance to be right side up. "I sent Bernie here because the school sys-
tem is supposed to have resources for children with special needs, was I 
wrong?" 
"That's true, but there is only so much a school can do for each indi-
vidual child. You see, by nature we have to focus on programs that reach 
the most students possible. There are bound to be students at the top and 
bottom who get left behind." 
'The top and bottom?" 
"Well, those aren't the right terms of course. Lets just say some stu-
dents are gifted while others have special requirements or needs. I'm not 
saying this the right way, but I think you know what I'm getting at. We are 
bound to meet the needs of the middle, average students better than the 
children at either extreme. We do receive certain funds for special pro-
grams and we channel those funds to offer challenges to the gifted ones 
and a little extra help to those students who seem to need more attention." 
"Well, I agree with half of what you said," Mrs. Walker spit out. "Do you 
think that you are meeting Bernie's needs?" 
"No, no I suspect that we aren't. I guess for me personally, I don't real-
ly know what Bernie's needs are," Mrs. Lindsay said. 
"He needs what all the students in this school need, to be with and 
interact with other children his own age. Sure, he also needs some spe-
cial considerations like speech therapy and some behavioral stuff, but 
mostly he needs to be around other people, not stored away in some hos-
pital or home, which is what I think you're suggesting." 
I realized that Scott wasn't gonna come and I felt a little weird listen-
ing in on the two women talk. I sat up on the cot and. stretched. Bernie 
saw me and let the eye chart drop to the floor. 
"You people seem to have plenty of money to sponsor cheerleading 
clinics, and athletic teams and to update your computer labs every three 
weeks," Mrs. Walker didn't bother looking at me or lowering her voice as I 
approached. 
"Now, Mrs. Walker, I don't see how resorting to sarcasm will help 
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Bernie any." 
. I knelt down by Bernie's chair, though he didn't look at me, not direct-
ly anyway. "Hey, Bernie," I said , "Bernie, you gonna watch the Titans on 
television tonight? You know the Titans are gonna be on TV tonight?" 
Bernie didn't answer, but he did look at me. His wide, round eyes were 
wet, not like crying wet, just like moist. His big feet were swinging back 
and forth. The bright white sneakers, worn and scraped at the toes, kept 
kicking me in the thigh but it didn't hurt any. Mrs. Walker was still talking 
to the nurse and holding Bernie on her lap, stroking his hair as if he was 
a cat; she kept on talking and petting Bernie just as if he were a cat on her 




No man has the right to lament the arrival of the inevitable. 
-Paul Bowles 
Arthur clasped his daughter Maria to his chest (his hands parchment, 
trembling). 
He had the impulse to grab her by the arms and forcefully hold her 
back. 
"I'll call you in a couple of days," she said as she walked out the door. 
He moved over to the living room window, parted the curtains and 
watched as she got into her car and drove away. Tears rolled down his 
wrinkled cheeks, collecting in droplets on his mustache. 
"Looks like it's just you and me kid," he said, bending down and petting 
Luciano. 
The dog (a worthless animal) licked him. 
Maria had finally moved out; forty and pregnant. She had gone to live 
with the embryo's father. Arthur had two daughters, Maria and Eleanor. 
Eleanor was the elder, the child of his first marriage. She had a husband 
and two grown girls of her own. They lived in a small town, a moderate dis-
tance away ... Rarely seen . . . Existing like strangers on the face of the 
broad earth. 
He puttered around the house, dragged himself from room to room, 
realized that in all the eighty- two years of his life he had never really been 
alone. He had married his first wife when he was twenty, still sleeping in 
his college dormitory. Now here he was, more than sixty years later, solo. 
It was terrifying. 
II 
Arthur, his hair jet black, a handsome man of twenty-five, waits in the 
living room. He wears civilian clothes (the uniform hangs in the closet 
where, now, it will always hang). His father in law sits across from him, 
cigarette in hand, smoke spiraling upward. The bedroom door is closed. 
That bedroom door is closed, Arthur thinks. They're keeping the door 
to my own bedroom closed ... Should I open it? . .. I won't open it. 
His father-in-law gives him a penetrating look, drags at his cigarette, 
swallows the smoke, retains it, releases it through his nostrils, lips puck-
ered, a seal of contempt, a fatty bud. 
"Damn it Arthur ... if I don't hate this ... Damned doctors." 
Arthur knows that he himself is not favored by this man. The doctor is 
scorned as he is. Prodders of the daughter's privacy. 
I should say that it's not the doctor's fault, he thinks. No . . . I should-
n't say anything . .. They can all go to hell. 
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The bedroom door opens slowly. Out of the darkness of the chamber 
arrives a somber faced man, a strange animal encased in a wrinkled wool 
suit, unkempt in the stigma of his profession. His brow (as writers say) is 
contracted. 
"Well?" asks Arthur's father in law. 
"She's gone," replies the doctor looking at the ground. He could almost 
laugh. This and other grim phrases of like kind, gruesomely banal, he has 
repeated so often ... 
Eleanor's upstairs asleep and her mom's in there dead, thinks Arthur. 
I'm hungry ... But I should wait ... And I'm not too handy in the cooking 
area. 
111 
He ran his finger over her cheek, her plump lower lip a cloven cherry, 
opened slightly, revealing damp pearls of love. 
My god! he thought as he kissed her. 
He had been keeping his eye on her rump for weeks now. 
I have to marry this girl, he thought. 
"Justinia!" he said. He caressed a naked collarbone, manipulated loose 
the top button of her blouse, sought beneath her bra for that. 
*** 
He had seen her vulva, his face red, stupid. That a baby would emerge, 
by this his very action, from between Justinia's white legs - Had that ever 
crossed his mind? His s ... n (a waterfall) had entered, filled her, sought out 
her ovary, pierced it, impregnated it with frenetic squirming. 
Years later, she would go mad, lips torn, breasts lacerated, pain, hate, 
compacted suffering, pain, pain . .. In her eyes he saw lust, reflected, not 
what was broken, shattered. 
"So soon after his first wife died," people would say when speaking of 
their marriage. 
Was this a sign of his lack of affection, lack of deep caring? . . . He liked 
the shape of women though, sandwich of hips, loaf of belly . . . Their tor-
ment was not in his range of understanding ... Suet. 
IV 
He was born in McHenry, North; the wind whistled through the cracks 
in the windows, the local spirits, malevolent towards these whites, these 
worms who clawed the earth scattering their seeds of wheat and rye, the 
local spirits, ghosts that inhabited gnarled, dried up tree trunks, mounds 
and abandoned shacks, cursed the white children, cursed them and stole 
away the meat of their souls, the secret springs of sentient frailty, incor-
poreal warmth. 
And then, while attending college on the East Coast (that mythological 
world populated by the living dead), he met Emilia. Her being Italian lent 
her that superimposition of exotica that White Man finds so disturbing . . . 
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Somewhere in the midnight of his mind a subterranean vendetta was 
being fulfilled. She would expire in his bed, the very bed where he had 
heard her hot cries, salivated on her breasts as she eyed the top of his 
head contemptuously. 
There are moods that linger on unseen; smell them faintly those 
secrets, grasp them but a net is useless to snatch wind. 
v 
Arthur sat on his porch stroking Luciano. Young people walked by, boys 
in their foolishness, missy girls mincing past, somewhat pathetic ... All 
creatures pathetic, filled with sorrows .. . will die one and the next. 
"We don't want to die, do we Luciano," Arthur said to his dog. 
Luciano looked up, did not understand a word. 
"Ah, you understand me. Don't you boy?" 
The dog wagged its tale ... Always wagged its tale when spoken to. 
*** 
So Arthur did not want to die ... He wanted to live to see one-hundred 
.. . He still liked to look at women's bottoms, give them the old smile as 
he passed them on the street . . . His thoughts were still full of their 
secrets. 
He shaved in the morning, religiously, gave himself a piercing look in 
the mirror, eyes extra-blue, combed the few hairs on his head, with spe-
cial care ... Spent hours grooming himself . .. He was vain, eighty-two. 
His mind retained those visions of the past, sexual embraces, dinners, 
tender moments, keeping them as if for eternity. Like a cloud he could see 
Justinia's naked body, legs spread, something transparent within him ... 
If she had not gone mad? . . . But she had. She had run from him, gored 
herself on d .. th . 
She had been lonely, 
looking into the cool of his eyes, 
his shallow affection. 
VI 
He eats broccoli ... to help prevent cancer. Drinks tablespoons of 
grapeseed oil. Capsules of tomato powder, garlic, fish oil, boron, alpha 
amylase. Bee pollen to help his body metabolize proteins. Ginseng, to tap 
his adrenals, energize his withered frame. 
To live, he believes. To live to be one-hundred , one-hundred and ten, 
youth eternal, conquering death , the grave, the end of all that is beautiful, 
all those little moments of bliss . .. More uxorious experience smut. lust. 
flesh. and tastes. Immortality, not disappearing to nothing, deep and 
dreamless . . . Friction instead of peace chilling peace. For old I might be 
but want to live. To LIVE. 
His five senses all hunger after contact, external impressions. They 
long for sweetness, softness and beauty. 
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He pets his dog and looks at the green trees outside his window. He 
eats cheese, Edam, Gouda, sardines and salads. The aroma of coffee in 
the morning makes him smile, as does the feel of his deerskin slippers. He 
likes warmth, comfort, stimulation, the sound of a female voice. His daugh-
ters seldom visit , so he watches soap operas, becomes familiar with the 
ivory, playdough skin of the actresses ... Laying his head on his pillow at 
night he imagines them embracing his rumpled body. 
Without friends he walks to the store, his dog on a leash beside him. 
He engages the cashier in small talk, she tolerates him with a plastic 
smile. The neighborhood around him is leached of recognizable faces, for 
his generation is passed on, their ghosts on the other side of the night. He 
dreams of flying, striding through space with elastic limbs. His dead wives, 
transmigrated, might now be fresh blades of grass, butterflies, or even 
young women or girls. He remembers the beauty and redness of their 
mouths, his own boyhood in McHenry, fields of wheat, fields of wheat, the 
wind blowing, stalks of wheat swept to one side, endless over the prairie, 
the rain coming, the loneliness of the rain, of North Dakota. Night. And 
those long winters. 
VII 
Luciano slowed down, his hair became matted, tangled . 
"Luciano!" Arthur would cry from across the house. The dog would not 
come. The veterinarian informed Arthur that he was deaf. "Deaf!" . . . Yes, 
dogs aged, and Luciano began to throw up his food, patches of hair fell 
from his side leaving skin bare, a miserable sight. One day when Arthur 
tried to pet him he lashed out. "You bit me!" . . . Yes, the dog, in the bitter-
ness and pain of decay had turned against him. 
Lonely days followed. Luciano burrowed out a hollow in the yard , licked 
his raw skin, went blind. When approached he would yelp. Tears would roll 
from Arthur's eyes; he was crushed as if a woman he had sworn love to 
were screaming, "Get out! Get out!" 
*** 
And one day the dog is no longer there. He has disappeared. Gone off 
to die? Arthur wonders. There is torn up dirt around the fence where the 
escape was made. Arthur wanders around the neighborhood. "Luciano!" 
he yells out, looking around like one depraved. "Luciano!" 
*** 
Coming back from the war (yes he had KILLED men), thinking about 
Emilia, how he would feel her up, would have a welcome home ... there 
she was in that bed, he kissed her cold unresponsive lips - those pained 
eyes telling him that she was already half way in the other world - would 
never hear her love cries again .. . and with that girl there, that girl he had 
never seen, that daughter of his who he had left planted, planted in wife's 
womb, now here he was his hot lust turned to cold fear - there was some-
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thing greedy inside him, as there is in all men, that greeds after simple ani-




He would have liked to have made new friends. But it would be just as 
likely for a rotting corpse to sing in the Harlem boy's choir as a man his 
age make new friends ... True friends . .. And then the nude flesh of 
woman ... Everything revolved around that ... Yet, grope as his arthritic 
hands might, no human flesh did they contact ... He felt raw air around 
him, the vacuousness of his so called life, sick to his gut as if he had 
gorged a disgusting meal, witnessed an electric torture. 
Despondent, his vitality escaped. He sunk into dotage, his jaw moving 
spontaneously as if chewing gum. He would fall asleep twenty times a day, 
mouth hanging open, head dropped like a dried sunflower. 
He felt ashamed of his own weakness. He was reaching the end of the 
mystical circle, being excluded from the Sect of the Living . . . Those dark, 
unspeakable regions were closing in on him, submerging, drowning him. 
*** 
The curtains drawn and alone in his bed. Stalking to the bathroom with 
uncertain steps. A trembling hand reaches at the medicine cabinet. A clat-
ter of brown plastic cylinders. They are on the floor, the medicines. 
Standing, the mirror reveals a worn face, a ring of tousled white hair, eyes 
beseeching pity. It seemed incomprehensible that the seer was the seen . 
There was a surge of quiet fear. Fingers, familiar companions, manipulate 
the leaves of phone numbers. After several attempts the correct series of 
digits is entered. A receiver up to his ear. The unfamiliar voice of Maria , 
speaking from her domain , her sphere of breath. 
*** 
I feel my breath . . . Oh god! No, but don't panic . .. How can I not 
panic, how can I! . .. Yes, I feel the sweat on my hands, the moisture. I'm 
tucked into this damn bed like a sausage. Oh Hell! . .. Ah, the nurse is 
looking at me, waiting for me to fade away so she can go home to her 
lover. So tired ... But to go to sleep . . . To never wake up again .. . If I 
could show them, if I could outlive them all . .. They're out there. They 
can't bear to see me lying here, my face so pale ... My girls aren't touch-
ing me. No. (Do they love me?) I feel too cold ... Nurse . .. My lips are 
barely moving . .. Nurse ... No sound. I CANNOT TALK! . .. SCREAM . 
. . no ... no more sound comes from my body . .. except this wheezing . 
. . My arms won't move ... I can't feel my toes, my feet ... Either; 
a) This is a Nightmare, in which case I will wake up .. . I will laugh at 
myself, my silliness. 
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Or, 
b) The far more frightening possibility that I am DYING . . . Which 
means that . .. this numbness .. . is .. . final. 
Yes, the room seems to be getting foggy ... Blurry ... Dark . . . I see 
fire-flies, sunsets ... or dawn? ... red . .. and smells .. . no, I don't under-
stand . .. but as I was saying, concerning . . . concerning ... and Demons 




Puppet Without Strings 
The purple puppet lay in a crumpled 
Heap at the corner of the stage. 
He had never been more distasteful to the audience 
As he had in the previous moment. 
His silent glossy eyes stared into the spotlight 
And the light was reflected off of him. 
Poor purple puppet 
Lacked vision and had nothing to his credit 
Except mobility. 
Now not even that 
For his strings had been severed 
While the audience laughed, 
"Dance Puppet dance." 
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Emily Waltz is an Art major at MSU. She is also a member of the Society for Creative 
Anachronism and an avid sculptor. Tracy McCall (cover artist) is a senior Art major with an 
emphasis in Graphic Design. Design allows her to explore a world of creativity that is formed 
by line, shape, and color. Tracy has a strong desire to pursue a career in Design after grad-
uation. Clifford Wayman: This piece of artwork is a photograph of our unborn son, Devan, 
three days before his birth. My girlfriend, Janell Carmody-Short, and I wanted to capture this 
wonderful time in our lives. When lnscape started accepting entries, she spent six hours print-
ing and preparing this piece for the show. David Jones is a senior Art major from Olive Hill, 
KY. As a student at Morehead State University, he has dabbled in several areas including 
Illustration and Graphic Design. Her plans to continue his education in Architecture and 
Furniture Design after graduating from MSU. Denver Saunders-pron. (Den-vur Sahn-durs) 
Proper Noun. 1. Art major at MSU, from Morehead. 2. Husband to Lea Ann Saunders (see 
below). 3. All around nice guy. Not to be confused with Devon Sanders, Dornier Sounders, 
or any other erroneous misspellings. Lea Ann Saunders- is a senior Art major at MSU. She 
is also married to Art major Denver Saunders. She is still mad at the fad that both her name 
and her husband's name were misspelled in last semester's lnscape. GRRR. Gabrielle 
Saunerland loves to take pictures. She is not afraid of traveling to get the best shots, which 
brings her to Morehead from Indiana. In the future, she hopes to graduate on time, but real-
ly ... she "just wants to take pictures!" Lori Tincher is a junior Art major with an emphasis in 
Photography. She enjoys taking pictures of her friends and strange, odd places or buildings. 
She hopes to become a fashion photographer and travel the world meeting new people in 
exotic places. Mike Rayburn is a senior Business major who has studied photography at 
MSU. He has traveled twice to China, the last time for almost a year, and expects to return 
there soon after graduation in May and spend most of his life there, working, traveling, and 
photographing the country and its people. Greg Wireman "Contemplation Lady" is an attempt 
to protray the idea that spirituality used to be more of a natural part of life. "Contemplation 
Lady" is all about process, I combined photographs, projection and drawing into one piece 
which was completed on the computer with final output being a laser print. 
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